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killed, and actually in the Queen's antechamber. It is
a thought less than a leviathan and the Beast in the
Eevelations, and has not half so many wings and eyes and
talons as I believe they have, or will have some time or
other; this being possessed but of two eyes, four feet, and
no wings at all. It is as like a wolf as a commissary in
the late war, except, notwithstanding all the stories, that
it has not devoured near so many persons. .In short,
Madam, now it is dead and come, a wolf it certainly was,
and not more above the common size than Mrs. Cavendish
is. It has left a dowager and four young princes.

Mr. Stanley, who I hope will trouble himself with this,
has been most exceedingly kind and obliging to me. I wish
that, instead of my being so much in your Ladyship's debt,
you were a little in mine, and then I would beg you to
thank him for me. Well, but as it is, why should not you,
Madam ? He will be charmed to be so paid, and you will
not dislike to please him. In short, I would fain have him
know my gratitude; and it is hearing it in the most agree-
able way, if expressed by your Ladyship.

I am, Madam,

Your most obliged and obedient humble servant,

HOR. WALPOLE.

1056.   To JOHN CHUTE.

Paris, Oct. 3, 1765.

I DON'T know where you are, nor when I am likely to
hear of you. I write at random, and, as I talk, the first
thing that comes into my pen,

I am, as you certainly <x>nclude, much more amused
than pleased. At a certain time of life, sights and new
objects may entertain one, but new people cannot find any
place in one's afiection. New faces with some name or private party at loo with her3. The poor Dauphin is
